108 THE CYCLE OF SPRING
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We have never gazed upon the
earth before with such intentness.

When we run forward at full speed,
our eyes keep gazing in front of us,
and we see nothing on either side of
us.

If things did not move on and
vanish, we should see no beauty
anywhere.

If youth had only the heat of
movement, it would get parched and
withered. But there is ever the
hidden tear, which keeps it fresh.

The cry of the world is not only " I
have,55 but also " I give.55 In the first
dawning light of creation, " I have 55
was wedded to "I give.55 If this
bond of union were to snap, then
everything would go to ruin.

I don5t know where that blind
Minstrel has landed us at last.

It seems as though these stars in